PotmF. 

And my maldc Aethra hath by liftning, fiily 
Brought me fuch ncwes , as touclit mine honour hi* 
Wherefore ('dearc Lord) diffemble or dcfift. 
Being ovcr-eyde, \ye cannot as we lift 
Fafhion our fports, ourLoves pure harvcft gather 
But why ftiould you deftft f diffcmble rather. 3 
Sport (but in fccret) fport where none may fee® 
The greater, but not greateft liberty : 

Is limitted toourLafciviousplay, 

That c Menal<tus is farre hence awayj 
My husband about great affaires is potted. 
Leaving his royal! gueft fecurely hotted. 

His bufineffe was important and material!. 

Being imploy’d aboutaCrownc Imperial!: 

And as he now is mounted on his Steed, 

Ready on his long journey to proceedc > 

Even ashequeftions to depart or ftay. 

Sweet heart (quoth I) oboe not long away \ 
With that he reach’d me a fwcete parting kific, 
(How loath he was to leave me, guefle by this.) 
Farewell faire wife ('faith he) bend all thy carts. 
To my domefticke bufinefle, home affaires. 

But as the thing that I affection beft. 

Sweet wife, lookc well unto my Trojan gueft. 

It wa$ no fooner out but with much paine, 

My itching fpleene from laughter I reftraine, 
Which driving tp keepe in and bridle frill. 

At length l wrung forth thefe few wer 4$(I will.) 
Hee’son his journey to the Ifle of Creete^ 

But thinke not we may therefore fafely meetc^ 

He is fo abfear, that as prefent I, 

Am ftill vyithin his reach, Bare his Eye, 


Vo'imts: 

And though abroad, his power at hofne command*. 
For know you not Kings have long reaching hands ? 
The fame for beauty you befides have given me ' 
Into a great exigent bath driven me > 

The more your commendation fild his eare. 

The more juft caure my husband hath to fearc . 

Nor marvel 1 you the King hath left me fo. 

Into remote and forraigne Climes to goe. 

Much confidence he dares repofe in me. 

My carriage, haviour, and my modefty. 

My beauty he miftrufts, my heart relies in, 

My face he feares, my Chafte life he afeiin. 

To take time now when ti me is, you petfwade 
And with his apt fit abfence you invade me : 

I would, but fcare, nor is my minde wellfet" 

My will would further, what my fcare doth let. 

I have no husband here, and you no wife. 

Hove your (hape, you mine, dearc as your life. 

The nights feeme long to fuch at fleepe alone,* 

Got letters meete to enterchangc out moane. 

You judge me beautious, I efleeme you faire, 

Vndct one, roofe we Lovers lodged are. 

And ('let me die) but every thing confider. 

Each thing perfwades us we (hall lie together. 

Nothing wc fee molefts us, naught we I, eare, - 

And yet my forward will is flacke through fcare I 
I would to God that what you ill petfwade. 

You could as well compel!, fo I were made, 

*n -willing willing, pleafingly abufde, 
jomy fimpliciry might be excus’de. 
juries force is oft times wondrous pleafing, 

Tofjch «i fuffer cafe in their difeafing. 


